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The recent discovery of an amphitheatre in London brings to 10 the number of Roman 

stadiums known to have existed in Britain, with another 10 suspected. Even more amazingly, 

a fragment of a conversation between two Romano-British sports fans has also been 

uncovered recently. Here it is ... 

 

Publius: ... and two Saturdays ago I was at Viroconium. 

Junius: Over towards Wales? 

Publius: Right. Or Gallia, as we call it. We've got a little holiday villa in Gallia, so I went to see 

if it was all right. The Gallia Liberation Army have been trying to burn it down for years. 

Anyway, I had to come back via Viroconium, so I thought I'd take in the gladiatorial show on 

the Saturday. 

Junius: What's the standard of fighting like in the provinces? 

Publius: Well, you remember the fight spectacular we went to two months ago, down East 

Londinium? 

Junius: How could I forget? That was the night Thrasimodo, the Terrible Thracian, carved up 

Desperandum, the Dacian Ace. A massacre, it was. Blood everywhere. Great fight. Well, 

stands to reason, being a grudge match like that. We all knew one of them had to die. I was 

a bit sorry it had to be Desperandum. I loved the way he waggled his sword and screamed. 

Publius: Is this my story or yours? 

Junius: Sorry. Carry on. 

Publius: Anyway, who do you think was top of the bill at Viroconium? 

Junius: Search me. Balbus, the Blond Beast? No, hold on, he was killed last time out against 

Molo the Mad Christian. 

Publius: It was Thrasimodo the Terrible Thracian. 

Junius: Blimey – recovered from his wounds already? 

Publius: Against Desperandum, the Dacian Ace. 

Junius: WHAT? But he's dead. 

Publius: Nevertheless, I saw him fighting on Saturday last. 

Junius: You saw a dead man fighting? 

Publius: I did. Not only that, but I saw them fight exactly the same fight, blow for blow, with 

the same end, when Desperandum gets hacked to bits. 

Junius: That's crazy. I saw him die already. 

Publius: That's what I said. I got up and shouted: "I've seen this man die already! This is not 

natural! The gods are mocked!" 

Junius: Good for you. What happened then? 



Publius: A couple of heavies leapt on me and took me off to the manager's office, to have a 

talk with the boss. He said to me: "You're spoiling people's fun. Would you like your money 

back before we throw you out?" 

Junius: The nerve! 

Publius: So I told him that I had been at the night in East Londinium where Desperandum 

had previously been killed and how did he explain that, also how did he explain the fight 

going the same way both times? "Listen, kid," he said, "that fight has gone the same way 10 

times and we've still got 10 stadiums to go." 

Junius: I don't understand. 

Publius: Nor did I. So he explained. Apparently all these Saturday afternoon fights are fixed. 

They plan the whole fight in advance. And the death is just fixed to look like a death. 

Junius: But the blood? 

Publius: Red paint. 

Junius: The severed limbs'! 

Publius: Imitation. He showed me. He even introduced me to Desperandum. 

Junius: But why do they bother? 

Publius: Saves a lot of money if you keep your gladiators from one fight to the next. And 

when you've got a chain of 20 amphitheatres round Britain, you can guarantee a fresh 

audience every time. Nobody will spot the deception. Nearly nobody. They were just 

unlucky with me. 

Junius: This is terrible. 

Publius: Balbus the Blond Beast was on the bill as well, only he's Africanus the Black 

Barbarian now. 

Junius: I shall never go to another fight show. 

Publius: Most of the swords aren't real. They're wood painted silver. 

Junius: I don't see the point of a game if no one gets killed. 

Publius: He's working on a new game now, where teams of men kick a bladder full of air 

from one end of the stadium to the other, and back again. 

Junius: And then kill each other? 

Publius: They pretend to, but mostly they kick the bladder. 

Junius: This is the end of sport as we know it. Once you stop people killing each other, the 

whole fun goes out of sport. If this goes on, you mark my words, audiences will rise up in 

fury and destroy our amphitheatres, just crush them into little bits. And one day in the 

future people will find the ruins of our amphitheatres and they will ... 

And that is where the fragment ends. Sorry. 
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